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 Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 

Sir Jobn 83 an | 
deen, belov'd for@ bir. Sheridan 
his Hoſpitality. 

Butler, CMr. E. Elrington, 


Cook, A\ Servantsto ) Mr. Reynolds, 
Footman, ( Sir Fobn. Mr. Hamilton, 
Coachman, (Mr. Alcorn. 


Job ſon, a Pſalm - ſinging Cob- 
ler, Tenant to Sir John. d Nr , Layſield. 


* 


Doctor | | Mr. Daſs. 
W O ME N. 


I Lady * overule, Wife to Sir 


John, a proud, aua Mrs. Lyddel. 
brawling fanatick Shrew. 


Lucy, i Mrs. Hamilton, 
Lettice, $Her * Mrs. Shane. 


Nell, Job ſon's Wife, an | | 
Innocent Country Girl. 8 —_— 


Gentlemen, Tenants, Servants, Dancers, &c. 


SCENE,a Country Village. 


THE 
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DEVIL to PAY;. 
| OR, THE 
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SCENE I. De Coabler's Houſe. 


Jobſon and Nell. 
AF £& £ 


Pins good Job/on, ſtay with me To-night, 


and, for once, make merry at home. | 
Fob. Peace, peace, you Jade, and go ſpin ; 


for if I lack any Thread for my Stiching, I will puniſh 


you by virtue of my ſovereign Authority. 
Nell. Ay, marry, no doubt of that; whilſt you take 


your Swing at the Ale-houſe, ſpend your Subſtance, 


get drunk as a Beaſt, then come home like a Sot, and 
3 uſe one like a Dog | | 


Job. Nounz | do you prate ? Why, how now, Bra- 


3 zenface, do you. (peak ill of the Government? Don't 


A 2 you 
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4 The Devil to "i Or, 


you know, Huſſy, that I am King in my own Houſe, 
and that this is Treaſon againſt my Majeſty. fl 

Nell. Did ever one hear ſuch Stuff? But I pray you® _, 
now, Jebſon, don't go to the Ale-houſe to-night. 

Job. Well, I'll humour you for once, but don't 
grow too ſaucy upon't ; for I am invited hy Sir J. b 
Lowerule's Butler, and am to be princely drunk with und n 
Punch at the Hall-Place ; we ſhall have a Bowl large le at 
enough to ſwim in. | 

Nell. But they ſay, Huſband, the new Lady will 
not ſuffer a Stranger to enter her Doors; ſhe grudges ' 
even a Praught of ſmall Beer to her own Servants ; © 
and ſeveral of the Tenants have come home with bro- 
ken Heads from her Ladyſhip's own Hands, only, for 
imelling ſtrong Beer in her Houſe. 

Fob, A Pox on her, for & favatical Jade ! She has 
almoſt diſtracted the good Knight: But ſhe's now a- : 
broad, feaſting with her Relations, and will ſcarce come 
home To-night ; and we are to have much Drink, a Nell. 
- Fiddle, and merry Gambols. 

Nell. O dear Huſband ! let me go with you, we'll” 5 
be as merry as the Night's long. 

Job. Why, how now, you bold Baggage? word] Job 
you be carry d to a Company of {mooth-fac' i: eating, 
drinking, lazy ſerving Men ; no, no, you Jade, I'll! 
not be a Cuckold. N 

Nell. Tam ſure they would make me welcome ; you 
promis'd I ſhou'd fee the Houſe, and the Family has 'ywyh 
not been here before, ſince you marry'd and brought Be £ 
me home. 

Job. Why, thou moſt audacious Strumpet, dar'ſt 7 ; 
thou diſpute with me, thy Lord and Maſter ? Getin 


and ſpin, or elſe my Strap ſhall wind about thy Ribs you, 
. moſt conſoùndedly. drun! 


DoW 


A 1 R I; The Twitcher. 


He that has the beft Wife 

She's the ÞJague of his Life ; ; 
But for her that aill ſcold and ill 22 ; 
4 3095+ 6 (#6 « wc 4 = n 4 » 5 1 . 1 


cen — 


The Miues Metamorphos'd. 5 
Ale, Let him cut her off ſhort 

4 Of her Meat 1nd her Sport, 
you? And ten Times a Day hoop her Barrel, brave Boys, 
And ten Times a Day, hoop her Barrel. 


4 Nell. Well, we poor Women muſt always be Slaves, 
and never have any Joy ; but you, Men, run aud ram- 


AIR II. Fie, nay, pr'ythee John. 
Jig, 1 wow and ſwear, 


Very cruel, Dear, 


That 7 muſt not by allow'd to tall; 


| k ob. Hence, 1 ſay, get in 

has To thy Wheel, and ſpin, 

Wa- Left on jour Back my Strap ſhould walk. 
Ome 


k, * N ell. Mell, ſince I muſt, I will be gone; 

: Go, go, you are 4 naughty Man; 

ve Be jure get drunk then, if you can, 
Reel home to Nell. 

You ſurly Jade, by Yea and Nay, 

If here you any longer fray, 

Or dare diſfute my ſovereign Sau ay. 
4 a flrap you well. 


bas Why, you moſt peſtilent Baggage, will you be hoop” d? 


Be gone 


Job Stay! now think on't, here's Six. pence for 


tin you, get Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thyſeif up 
ibs with Lamb's Wool, rejoice and revel by thyſelf, be 


drunk and wallow in thy own Sty, like a gcumbling 
dow as thou art. * 


He that has the beſt Wife, 15 
She's the Plague of his * Kc. (Excunt. 


SCENE 


Nell. J muſt obey. | ( Gaing. | 
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The Devil to Pay; Or, 


8 C E N E II. Sir John's. 


erm: 


N. Butler, Cock, Footman, Coachman, Luey, Lettice MP 3 
: &c. 


But. T would the blind Fiddler and our dancing} 
Neighbours were here, that we might rejoice a little, 
while our termagant Lady is abroad ? I have made 2 

moſt ſovereign Bowl of Punch. 4 

Lucy, We had need rejoice ſometimes, for our devi. FP 
liſh new Lady will never ſuffer it in her hearing. I 4 

But. Iwill maintain, there is more Mirth in a Gal- "4 

a = than in our Family ; ; Our Maſter, indeed, is the of 
worthieſt Gentleman nothing but Sweetneſs 1 
and Liberality. 1 
Foot. But here's a houſe turned topſy turvy, from® * 1 
Heaven to Hell, fince ſhe came hither. 1 
Lucy. His former Lady was all Virtue and Mildneſfs. 
But. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was ſo; but this is in- ; 
ſpir'd with a Legion of Devils, who made her lay a- 7 x h 
bout her like a Fury. riſk 


AIR III. Under the Greenwood Tree. 4 


Of all the Plagues of human Life, 
A Shrenw is ſure the worſt ; 7 
Starce one in ten that takes a Wife, ö 
But with a Shrew is curſt. 4 
Since then the Plague in Marriage. lies, 8 


ho d ruſh upon his Fate? ho, 
When he for Freedom, Bondage buys, : 
And fill repents too late. 


Lucy. I am ſure I always feel her in my Bones; i, 
her Complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks Yellow 
In a Morning, I am ſure to look black and blue for i 
before Night. } 
Cook. Pox on her! I dare not come within he. 
reach, I have ſome ſix broken Heads already. 


Lady, 


22 
— 


* __ 


Foot. Heaven help my poor Maſter ! this deviliſh 


m; I never ſaw a Man ſo altered all the Days of 
Life. | 

Cob. There's a perpetual Motion in that Tongue 

| her's, and a damn'd fhrill Pipe, enough to break 


mo e Drum of a Man's Ear. 
de a Enter blind Fidler, Jobſon, and Neighbours. 
devi - 


But. Welcome, welcome all; this is our Wiſh. 
2Aoneſt old Acquaintance, Goodman Job/on ! how do'ſt 
e 


ch, and, am now come with a firm Reſolution, tho? 
t a poor Cobler, to be as richly drunk as a Lord; 
a true Exgli/þ Heart, and look upon Drunkenneſs 
Ine 1 the beſt Part of the Liberty of the ſubje&. 
Lucy. Why did you not bring your Wife with you? 

Job. Becauſe here are Wags, very Wags, young 
ſk Rogues, and a Man may be a Cuckold before the 


Jng's Health can go round. 


from“ 


is in- 


lay a- 


I : AIR IV. Charles of Sweden. 


Come jolly Bacchus, God of Vine, 
1 Crown this Night with Pleaſure 3 
* Let none at Carr o, Life re pine, 
To deſtroy our Pleaſure. 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
That every true and loyal Soul 
May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our Pleaſure. 


px ths Thus, mighty Bacchus, Salt thou be 
4 for i! Guardian to our Pleaſure. 


That under thy Protection wwe 
May enjoy new Pleaſure ; 


The IVives Metamirphos'd. 7 


5 dy. quotha ! a She Bear is a civiler Animal. 


Cermagant ſcolding Woman will be the Death of 


s th anc By my Troth, I am always ſharp ſet towards 
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peſt; Strife and Noiſe, Canting and Hypocrify, ar 
ternally afloat 


| ſhal! be devoured at this Rate. 


De Devil to Pay; Of; 

And as thy Hours glide away, 
Well in thy Name invoke their Stay; | 
Aud fing thy Praiſes, that we may drunk 
Live and die avith Pleaſure. IWmpuc 


| dd! 
But. Here's our Maſter's Health in a — 


Huzza * 

Lucy. Our Lady's Confuſion in another. Huzza - Sir 
But. The King, and all the Royal Family, in MYy ; 

Bcimmer —— Down upon your Knees, you Rogues, a Lacs 


Enter Sir John, and Lady. 755 
0 


Lady. O Heaven and Earth]! What's here within nMada: 
Doors? Is Hell broke looſe? What Troops of Fien bu m 
are here? Sirrah, you impudent Raſcal, ſpeak. Lad 

Sir John For ſhame, my Dear — As this is a Th Job 
of Mirth and. Jollity, it has always been the Cuſt Lad 
of my Houſe, to give my Servants Liberty in this Se, bir; 
fon, and to treat my Country Neighbours, that w Lad 
innocent Sports they may divert themſelves. uſb in 
Lay. I ſay meddle with your own Affairs; I u Won 

overn my own Houſe without your putting in an O. 
Shall I aſk leave to correct my own Servants ? 

Sir John. I thought, Madam, this had been 1, 
Houſe, and theſe my Tenants and Servants ? 

Ladv. Did I bring a Fortune to be thus abus'd :: 
ſnubb'd before People ? Do you call my Authority ® 
queſtion, ungrateful Man ? Look ye to your Dogs: Sir) 
Horſes abroad, but it ſhall be my province to go Lady 
here; nor wil! I be controul'd by e'er a huntiF 1 iq 
hawking Knight in Chriſtendom 

Sir Jobn This is to be marry'd to a continual Ti | b. 

may ſha 


'Tis impoſſible to bear it lo Hale, 
Lady. Ve filthy Scoundrels, and odious Jades, Pir 7 
teach you to junket thus; and ſteal my Proviſions gone 
ur u 
Put. I thought, Madam, we might be merry of Fil. 
upon a * ect ! 


} 


The Wives Wietimerober' 9 


} | tad, Holiday, you Popiſh Cur ! Is one Day more 
ply than another? and if it be, you'll be ſure to get 
drunk upon it, you Rogue (beats him) You Minx, you 
Imp udent Flirt, are you jigging it after an a 

dale ? all Dancing is whoriſh, Huſly. 
npe! 1 


(Lugs her by the Ears, 

Lucy. O Lnd ! ſhe has pull'd off both my Ears, 
73 6 Sir John. Pray, Madam, conſider your Sex and Qua- 

ty ; 1 bluſh for your Behaviour, 

Lady. Conſider your Incapacity ; you ſhall not in- 
frat me. Who are you, thus mutfled, you Buzzard ? 
(She beats them all, Jobſon fteals by. 
Jb. I am an honeſt, plain, Pfalm-linzing Cobler, 
in & 7 ; if your Ladyſhip would but go to C hurch, 


bu 


u might hear me above all the rel there. 

Lady. I'll try thy Voice here ſirſt, Villain.C frikes him. 

im Job Nounz ! what a Pox, what a Devil ails you? 

Lady. O prophare Wretch ! wicked Varlet! 

is Se ir John. For ſhame ! your Behaviour is monſtrous! 

t WI Lach. Was ever poor Lady ſo miſerable in a bratiſh - 
bſbind, as I am? I that am ſo pious and fo religious 

I o Woman ſ 


* 


n 


%, fings. He: that has the beft Wife, 
_ 1 She's the Plague of hit Life, 
But for her that will ſeold and will quarrel. ¶ Exit. 
d 2 
o rity Ls. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain ! 
gs: Sir John. Remember Modeſty 
gov 21 I'll rout ye all with a Vengeance, T'll ſpoil 
unt ur iqueaking Treble. 
( Beats the Fiddle about the blind Man's Head. 
id O Murder, Murder! I am a dark Man, which 
„ ar Way {hall I get hence] Oh Heaven! ſhe has broke my 
t lo dle, and undone me and my Wife and Children. 
les, Fir John. Here, poor Fellow, take your Stuff and 
ions! gone, there's Money to buy you too ſuch 3 that's 
ar way. 
ry d Vid. Heaven preſerve your Worſſliip — bleſs you, 
et Maſler— here's a Change indeed——]ittle did 
'B ever 


170 
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ever I think, to find ſuch Doings in this Hall- Place 
Lady. Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; muſt my 1 
Estate maintain you in your Profuſeneſs ? 
Sir Y. Go up to your Cloſet, pray, and compoſe 4 
your Mind 'Do 
Ladr. O wicked Man! to bid me pray. this u 
Sir John A Man can't be compleatly curs'd, I ſee fo 
without Marriage; but fince there is ſuch a thing as 
jeparate Mxaintcuance, ſhe ſhall To-morrow enjoy thefavou 


Benefit of it. 72 
AIR V. Of all Comforts I miſcarry'd. A 1 h 


Of all the States in Life, fo various, 
Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious ; 
"Tis a Maze fo flrangely winding, 
Still Ive are new Maxes finding; 
'Tis an 4701 ſo ſevere, 
That nought but Death can ſet us clear; 
Happy's the Man, from Wedlock free, 
Why knaws to prize his Liberty: 

Mere Men wary 


How they marry, 


We ſhouldgnat be half fo full of Miſery. 


(Knocking at the Door. at) 


Here, where are my Servants ? Muſt they be frighted 

from me ?——Within there—— ſee who knocks, 
Lady. Within there—— where are my Sluts? Ye 

Drabs, ye Weans— Lights there. 


Nel. 


u Ari 


But. Sir, it is a Doctor that lives ten Miles off; he . 
practiſes Phyſick, and is an Aſtrologer; your Worſhip , 
knozvs him very well, he is a cunning Man, makes Al- 
manacks, and can help People to their Goods again. - 


Enter S ervants, ſneaking with Candles, 


; . 
Enter t b. 


cg The Devil to Pay; Or, 11. 
© ſl Enter Doctor. 
npolſe | 4 6 0 
Doc. Sir, I humbly beg your Honour's Pardon for 
this unſeaſonable Intruſion : but I am benighted, and 
I ſeth ſo dark that I can't poſſibly find my Way home; 
no amd knowing your Worſhip's Hoſpitality, defire the 
y thefavour to be harboured under your Roof To night. 
Lady. Oat of my Houſe, you lewd Cor;urer, you 

Magician. | 

DoF. Here's a Turn] —here's a Change! — Well, 
F have any Art, you ſhall ſmart for this. {(A/de. 

Sir John. You ſee, Friend, I am not Maſter of my 
wn Houſe ; therefore to avoid any Unealineſs, go 
wn the Lane about a quarter of a Mile, and you'll 
10 a Cobler's Cottage, ſtay there a little, and I'll ſend 
Servant to conduct you t - a Tenant*c Houſe, where 
09'1! be well entertain'd. | 
Dot I thank you, Sir, I'm your moſt humble Ser- 
ant — But as for your Lady there, ſhe ſhall this Night 
el my Reſentment. "EX. 
Sir John. Come, Madam, you and I muſt have ſome 
onference together. 

Tady. Yes, Iwill have a Conference and a Refor- 
ſation too in this Houſe, or I'll turn it upſide down 


Door. I will. 


tes SCENE III. De Coöler's. 

? Ye Nell, and the Doctor. 

Mell. Pray, Sir, mend your Draught, if you pleaſe; 

Marc very weleome, Sir. : 

cr: he Da. Thank you heartily, good Woman, and to 

orlhip your Civility, tell you your Fortune. 

PRy id ll O, pray do, vir ; I never had wy Fortune 

| ane in my Life. 

Let me behold the Lines of your Face. 

J. I'm afraid, Sir, "tis none of the cicarcht ; I 

been about thirty Work all this Day. 
i 2 
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gain. 


& 


Enter 


12 The Devil to Pay; Or, 


Do#. Come, come, tis a good Face, be not aſham'# 
of it, you ſha'l ſhew it in greater Places ſuddenly. 
Nell. O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham'd ; 
want Docity when I come before great Folks, 
Doc. You muſt be confident, and fear nothiug 
there is much Fappinels attends you. 7 
Nell. Oh me! this is a rare Man; Heaven be thank'd 4 
Dot. Lo morrow before Sun riſe you ſhall be this 
happieſt Woman in this Country. | 
Nell. How, by To-morrow ! lack-a-day ! Sir, ho dana 
can that be ? Ne 
Doc. No more ſhall you be troubled with a furl; . 
Husband, that rails at, and ſtraps you. 
Nell. Lud ! how came he to know that ? he muſt b 
a Conjurer! Indeed my Huſband is ſomewhat ruggedg 
and in his Cups will beat me, but it is not much; he 
an honeſt Pains- taking Man, and I let him have . 
Way. Pray, Sir, take t'other Cup of Ale. 
Dad. I thank you believe me, To- morrow yo. 17 f 
ſnall be the richeſt Woman i'th' Hundred, and 9 4 1 2 
your own Coach. 7 
Nell. O Father ! you jeer me. \w! 
Dea. By my Art! I do not. But mark my Word Dc 
be confident, and bear all out, or worle will follow. . 
Nell. Never fear, Sir, 1 warrant you—- O Gemini \ 


"7. 
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a Coach, 


AIR VI. Send home my long ray'd Eyes. ) 


My favelling Heart now leaęs with Joy, A 
And Riches all my Thoughts employ ; 0 
No more ſhall People call me Nell, 

Her Ladyfhip avill do as well, 

Deck'd in my golden, rich Array, 

Pl! in my Chariot roll aavay, 


+24 Aud fhine at Ring, at Ball, and Play. oF 


Enter Jobſon. 
Feb Mere is this Quean ? Here, Ne! W bat 
Po x, ate you drpak with your Lamb s Wool ? 


-. NI 
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bi The Wives Meiamarphas'd. 13 
Vell. O Huſband ! here's the rareſt Man —— he 
& told me my Fortune. 
57h Has he ſo! and planted my Fortune too, a luſ- 
pair of Horns upon my Head — Eh! Is't not o? 
Dock Thy Wife is a virtuous Woman, and thou'lt 
nappy — 
Fob, Come out, vou hang Dog, you Juggler, you 
eating, bamboozlirg Villain, muſt J be cuckoided 
ſuch Rogues as you are, Mackmaticians, and Al- 
hofanack makers ! 

Nell Pr'ythee Peace, Huſband, we ſhall be rich, 
» bare a Coach of our own. 

Job. A Coach! a Cart, a Wheel barrow, you Jade — 
muſt Wthe Mackin, ſte's drunk, biocdy drurh, mot con- 
oundedly drunk — Get you to Bed, you Strumpet. 

| 1 ( Beats her, 
Nell. O Mercy on us! 1s this a Taſte of my good 
ortune ? 
% Dock. You had better not have couch?'d her, you, 


ir, 


OW wo 
| rid: urly Rogue. 


Job. Out of my Houſe, you Villain, or I'll run my 
Auel up io the Handle in your Buttocks, 
Word Dost. Farewe!, you paitry Slave. 


low. Job. Get out, you Rogue. (Exeunt. 


;cmini 33 
| 8E NE changes to an open country. 


Eyes. Doctor, ſolus. 
AIR VII. The Spirit's Song. in Mackbe1s. 


My little Spirits now appear, 

N adit and Abiſhop draz near ; 

The Time is ſhort, mate no Delay, 
Then quickly baſte, and come azvay : 

| Nor Moon, nor Stars afford their Lighs, 
= Aut all is xorapt in g/29my Night; 
= Hob Men and Beaſts to reft incliue, 
What F And all tings [qwvour my Deſiau. 

5 | (Within) 


We Devil to Pay ; -Or, * 
(⸗Within) 0 
My fr % Commands be ſure attend, K 
For ver this Night /hall have an End, 
You mußt this Cobler's Wi fe transform, 
And to the Knight's the like perform. 
With all your of ſpecifick Charms, 
Onder each Wife to diſf rent Arms, 
Let the Deluſion be ſo ſtrong, 
That none may know the Right from Wrong. 
Within All this we wwill with Care perform, 


In Thunder, Lightning, and a 2 (Thunder, 23 


(Exeunt her e 
anket 

SCENE changes to the Cobler's Houſe. Jobſon 4%. 
work. The Bed in view. 85 


r Equ 
Feb. What Devil has been abroad To- night? I ne fey 


ver heard ſuch Caps of Thunder in my Life * 
bu 


thought my little Hovel would have flown away ; 

now all is clear again, and a fine Star light Morning e 
I'll ſettle myſelf to work. They ſay, Winter" 1 

Thunder 3 is Summer's Wonder. 


AIR VIII. Charming Salh. 


Of all the Trades from Faf? to Weſt, 
The Cobler's paſt contending, 
1s lite in Time to prove the beſt, 
Il pich every Day is mending, 
How great his Pr aiſe rho can amend 
The Soals of all his Neighbours, 
Nor is unmindful of bis End, 
But to his ELaflt lill * 


Lady Heyday! What impudent Ballad ſinging 1 
Rogue is that who dares wake me out of my Sleep 
I't! have vou flead, you Raſcal. '08 

Job. Whal a Po: does ſhe talk in her Sleep ? or 1) 4 
mne drunk ſtill? ; 418 50 | 


* The Wives Meltamorphos'd. 
11 Bath a wanton Wife did dwell, &c. 


15 


Lady. Why Villain, Raſcal, Screech-owl, who mak- 
ſt a worſe Noiſe than a Dog hung in the Pales, or a 
log in a high Wind. Where are all my Servants ? 
mebody come and hamſtring this Rogue. (Knocks. 
Jeb. Why, how now, you brazen Quean ! You muſt 
z drunk with the Conjurer, muſt you? PI} give you 
„ [aney another time to ſpend in Lamb's-woo!, you 
'_ ney Jade, ſhall ]? 

inder Lech. Monſtrous! I can find no Bell to ring. 


xeun! here are my Servants ? 'They ſhall toſs bim in a 
anket. 


ſon a Nb. Ay, the Jade's aſleep ſtill ; the Conjurer told 


8 ſhould keep her Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of 
rEquipage. 


(S7ngs. 


Ines Why, Huſband! Sir 7%“ will you ſuffer - 


fo | be thus inſulted ? 

„ bus. Huſband! Sir John! what a-pox, has ſhe 
ning ;Ighted me? and my Name's Zetel too; a good Jeſt, 
inter An. 

TE Lady, Ha! he's gone, he is not in the Bed. Hea- 


n where am I? Foh! what loathſome Smells are 
e Canvaſs Sheets, and a filthy ragged Curtain; a 


th! Rug, and a Flock bed. Am | awake, or is it 
Dream? What Rogue is that? Sirrah ! Where 
I Who brought me hither ? What Raſcal are 
1} 

Fab. This is amazing, I never heard ſuch Words 
m her before. If I take my Strap to you, I'll make 
1 Ebow your Huſband. T'jl teach you better Mau- 
$, you ſaucy Drab. 

Lady. Oh aſteniſhing impudence! You my Huſband, 
ah I'll have you hang'd you Rogue; I'm a Lady, 


ſinging e know who has given me a fl-eping Draught, 


Sleep vey'd me hither, you dirty ariet? / 


2 A ſleeping Draught! yes, you drunken Jade, 
 ? or idea ſleeping Draught with a Pox to you. What 
(Ang, WF your Lambs wool done working yet? 


4 i 
ri») 
14 5 


Lady. 
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Lady. Where am I? where has my villainous 1160 
band put me? Lucy ! Lertice ! where are my Queargat 
Job. Ha, ha, ha ! what does ſhe call her Maids to L 
The Conjurer has made her mad as well as drunk. 5 
Landy He ta'ks of ed ; {ore I am bewitch ee 
Ha! what Cloaths are here ? a Lindſey woolſey Gon 
a Calicoe Hood, a red Bays Petticoat. I am remor 7 
from my own Houſe by Witchcraft. What muſt ld 
What will become of me? ( Horns auind aulit 
Fob. Hark! the Hunters and the merry Horns 3 
abroad. Why Nell, you lazy Jade, *tis Break of Da 
to work, to work, come, and ſpin, you Drab, or 
tan your Hide for you: What a-pox, muſt I be. 
work two Hours before you io a Morning ? s 
Lady. Why, Sirrah, thou impudnnt Villain, de, 1 
thou not know me, Rogue ? b 
Fob. Know you, yes, I know you well enough, 
T' make you know me before I have done with yell 
Lady. I am Sir John Loverule's Lady; how cam, 
here ? 1 
Feb. Sir John Lowerule's Lady ! no, Nell, not qd ry 
ſo bad naither ; that dama'd, ſtingy, fanatick Wig 
plagues every one that comes near her; the wh ve N 
Country curſes her, | 
Lady. Nay, then I'll hold no longer; you Rogy 
vou infolent Villain, il teach you better Mannen 
[ Filings Bedflaff aud ut her things at 
ob. This is more than ] ever ſaw by ber. I nef 
had an il! Word from her before. Come, Strap, 
try your Mettle; | I'll her =o, I warrant 5 
Quean Lie. 2 aps h er. ſpe flies at 45 
Lady I'll pull your i hroat out; 'i car out he 
Eyes; I'm a Lady, Sirrah On. Murder? Marder 24 K 
John Lovernle wil hang you tor this. Murder! Mard b 
Fab Come Huſſy cave tooling, and come to) er 
ſpinning, or eiſe I' a you never was fo u ble 
ſince „ou were an inch hong hake it up, you 14 1 
3 *he flimss it dozon, be ſtraps ith 
Lady LILO d, hold, 11 49 any th. 1745 


& 
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zus Hs. Oh! I thought I ſhould bring you to your ſelf 


"WF 


ear in SEK | 
ids to Lady. What ſhall I do ? I can't ſpin. (Aſide. 
unk Fob. I'll into my Stall; 'tis broad Day now. 


(Works and frags, 
remo AIR IX. Come let us prepare. 
t 1 4.7 
a5 Let Matters of State 

lorns Diſquiet the Great, | 

of D The Cobler has nought to perplex him; 


„ or Has nought but his Wife 
t Ide To ruffle his Life, 


And her he can ſtrap if ſhe vex him. 
in, d. 7 He's out of the Poxw'r 
| Of Fortune that Whore, 


Since loau as can be, ſhe has thruſt him, 
From Duns he's ſecure, 


gh, 31 
11th your 


\ 


amo For being ſo poor, \ 
33} There's none to be found that will truft him. 

not q! 

K Wi 


day, I think the Jade's Brain is turn'd. What 
ave you forgot to ſpin, Hufly ? | | 

a. But IL have not forgot ta run. I'll een try 
Ju Rogifpcet ; I ſhall find ſomebody in the Town, ſure, 


1 will ſuccour me. (She runs out. 
19s at 

[ WAY ©. NE . 5 
: Cc changes to Sir JOH N's Houſe, NE LL 
1770 * — 
ies at 1 What pleaſant Dreams I have had To-night ! 


out 1TEhought I was in Paradiſe, upon a Bed of Vio!e;s 
arger 'ndZ Role, and the ſweeteſt Huſbind by my Side. 
Mardi bleſs me, where am I now ? What Sweets are 
1- to : No Gaiden in the Spring can equal them; not 
. ſo n blown Roſes with the Morning Dew upon them. 
you on a Bed ? The Sheets are Sarſenet ſure, no 
ſtraps Nen ever ſo fine. What a gay filken Robe have f 

oh Heaven! Idream! Yet if this be a Dream, 
C 1 


* 
* 
9 
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I would not wiſh to wake again, Sure I died 4 
Night, and went to Heaven, and this is it. 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. Now muſt I wake an Alarm that will not 
ſtill again till Mid-night, at ſooneſt ; the firſt Greetifady 
I fuppoſe, will be Jade, or Whore, Madam ! M- 
dam ! ) 

Nell. Oh Gemini ! who's this? What do'ſt 
Sweet-heart. | 

Lucy. Sweet-heart ! Oh Lud, Sweet-heart! the c 
Names I have had theſe three Months from her hir K 
been Slut, or Whore— What Gown and Ruffles by , 
your Ladyſhip wear To.day ? 

Nell. What does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip ! Gown ! An 
Ruffles ! ſure I am awake? Oh! I remember the c 
ning Man, now. Itty 

Lucy. Did your Ladyſhip ſpeak ? N 

Nell. Ay, Child, I'll wear the ſame I did Yeſterdygyr 

Lucy. Mercy upon me ! Child ! H Mirac! 

. y upon 1 ere's a Mir yh 


als, 

Enter Lettice, ead. 
Cook. 

Let. Is my Lady awake? Have you had her Stg. 


or her Slipper flung at your Head yet ? leaſt. 

Lucy, Oh, no, I'm overjoy'd ; ſhe's in the kintIgm 
Humour ! go to the Bed and ſpeak to her, now is g w 
Time. Mo 

Let. Now's my time! what, to have another 6 4 
beat out, Madam 

Nell. What do'ſt ſay, my Dear? — O the Fat! 17 
what wou'd ſhe have ? 

Let. What Work will your Ladyſhip be views 
have done To day ? ſhall I work Plain-work or ons 
my Stitching ? id 

Nell. Work, Child! *tis Holiday; no Work To 

Let. Oh Mercy! ! am I, or ſhe awake ! or de ic 
both Pream ? ) 


A 
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* 1 6 cy. Tf it continues, we ſhall be a happy Family, 
Ter. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate is ready. 

N+//. Mercy on me ! what's that? ſome Garment, 

ſappoſe. (Aſide.) Put it on then, Sweet- heart. 

u not V. Put it on, Madam! I have taken it off, tis 

Jreetitady to drink. 

m ! M. I mean, put it by, I don't care for drinking 


o'ſt Enter Cook, 


f the t. Now 1 go like a Bear to the Stake, to know 
her hir turvy Lady ſhip's Command about Dinner. How 
uffles 2 raſcally Names mult I be cali'd ? 
Oh, John Cook, you'll be out of your Wits to 

wn ! ꝗ my Lady in ſo ſweet a Temper. 
the c. What a Devil, are they all made? 

Favcy. Madam, here's the Cook come about Dinner, 

Mi. Oh! there's a fine Cook ! He looks like one 
eſterdygyr Gentlefolk. (Afae.) Indeed, honeſt Man, I'm 
lir ac ey hungry now, pray get me a Raſher upon the 

als, a piece of one milk Cheeſe, and ſome white 

ead. | 
Cook. Hey ! what's to do here? my Head turns 
her and. Honeſt Man! I look'd for Rogue or Raſcal, 
leaſt. She's ſtrangely changed in her Diet, as well 
he * (Afide.) I'm afraid, Madam, Cheeſe and 
ow is ag will fit very heavy on your Ladyſhip's Stomach, 

Morning Ik you pleaſe, Madam, I'll toſs you 
her TaaWhite Fricaſee of Chickens in a trice, Madam; 

what does your Ladyſhip think of a Veal Sweet- 


ie Fa 
- Naw. F'en what you will, good Cook. 

| pleas'2oþ Good Cook ! good Cook ! Ah! 'tis a ſweet 
k or 7 
To J Enter Butler, 

or de Kis me, Chip, I am out of my Wits ; we have 
Inceſt, ſweeteſt Lady. 
q C& 2 But, 


'Y 


= A 
5 
2 


1 
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But. You ſhamming Rogue, I think you are oo 
your Wits, ail of ye; the Maids look merrily too, 

Lucy Here's the Butler, Madam, to know your |? 
dyſhip's Orders 

Nell. Oh! pray Mr. Butler, let me bare ſome Sn FP: 
Beer when my Breakfaſt comes in Tun 

But. Mr. Butler ! Mr, Butler ! I ſhall be turn 5 
to Stone with Amazement. Afide.) Would not 
Ladyſhip rather have a Glaſs of Frontiniac, or A 
crime? 

Nell. Oh dear ! what hard Names are there; 
I mult not betray my ſelf, (Aſde.) Well, which 
pleaſe, Mr. Butler. 


oe 3 
Bus. Go, get ydu in and be rejoiced as I am, 


Coach. The Cook has been making his Gan x 
know not how long. What, do you banter too 

Lucy Madam, the Coachman. 

Coach. I come to know if your Ladyſhip goes * 
To day, and which you'll have, the Coach wit! 
Chariot. 

Nel] T'II ride in the Coach, if you pleaſe, 

Coach, The Sky will fall, that's molt certain. ( $ 

Nell. I can hardly think I am awake yet. Hou 
pleaſed they all ſeem to wait upon me, O nay 
cunning Man ! My Head turns round; I Im 
giddy with my own Happineſs, 


AIR X. What tho' I am a Country La 


The" late I was a Cobler's Mie, 

In Cottage moſt obſcure a,. war 
In plain Stuff Goxun, and Je ear d Coif,s 8 
Hard Labour did endure . into 
{he Scene is chang'd, I'm alter'd quite, «4 

And from poor "bumble Nell a "8 
PU learn to dance, to read and write, | 


And frm all bean the Bell a. 


r ß N 
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> 
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* 
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u are o 
rily too. 4 Enter Sir John and Gentlemen, 
wyour'y 


7 


1 r Jobe. How do you like our Sport, Gentlanien i 
ſome 824 | ub we have had a ſmart Turn or two. Well, 
Fring is to me the moſt agreeable Diverſion, as well 
e turn's H holeſomeſt Exerciſe the Country affords, 

d not 
iac, or 1 IR XI Whilſt the Town agrees with Polly: 


there; } Hounds and Horns oer Plains reſounding, 


- which | Echoes ft om the Hills rebounding, 
Fill the Sport/m zn Heart auilh Foy 3 
Let, while to the Cha ſe MmuVitng, 
' Health and Pleaſure are uniting 
4 Fops o er Tea their Time defirey. 
J am. 4 


72 Gan 1 Put. Oh, Sir! here's the rareſt News. 

er too? Lucy. There never was the like, Sir! you will be 
5 0% and amaz'd. 

hip goe Sir John. What, are you mad? What's the matter 

ach "with ye! | 


| or 


iſe, N Enter Coachman, and other Servants. 
tain. ( 
t. HovElaw now ! here's a new Face in my Family; what's 
Meaning of all thi: ? 
ut, Oh, Sir! the family is turn'd upſide down. 
Mare almoſt diſtracted ; the happieſt People! 
Lucy. Ay, my Lady, Sir, my Lady. 
ir John. What, is ſh dead: 
Put Dead! Heaven "ay ; O! ſhe's the beſt of 


* the ſweeteſt Lad 
4 Coif,) ir John This is aſtoni . ' I muſt go and enquire 
into this Wonder. It this be true, I ſha!l rejoice in- 


ile, . 


but. Tis true, Sir, upon my Honour Long live 
% and my Lady ! Huzxa! (Exit Sir John. 


Enter. 


— 
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Enter Nell. and Lucy. * 


to bear all out with Confidence, or worſe, he ſa 
wou'd follow. I am aſham'd, and know not what 
do with all this Ceremony; ; Jam amaz'd, and out * 
my Senſes. I look'd in the Glaſs, and ſaw a gay ff 0 
thing I knew not; methought my Face was not at en 
like that I have ſeen at home in a piece of Lookin "ap 
wr faſten'd upon the Cupboard. But great Ladic 4 
they ſay, have flattering Glaſſes, that Fa them f 
unlike themſelves, whilſt poor Folks Glaſſes repreſe 4 
them e' en juſt as they are. | 


AIR XII. When I was a Dame of Honour. 


Fine Ladies with an artful Grate, 
D:ijauiſe each native Feature; 

Npilſi flatterins Glaſſes ſhew the Face, 
As made hy Art, not Nature: 


But ave, poor Folks, in home ſpun Grey, . 
By Patch nor N "aſpes tainted, 1 
Look Vi. 65 aud faveeter far than they, / 
1 hat flill are finely painted. 1 


Lucy. O Madam! here's my Maſter juſt nll 


from Hunting, 
Enter 94 * John. 


Vell. O Gemini! this good Genileman my Huf | 8 
band! f 
Sir? Jobn. My Dear, I am overjoy'd to ſee my F. 
mily thus tranſported with Eeſtaiy, which you occ: 


Hon'd. 2 


Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud to do every thi! 
that may give you Deitgh , and your Fami'y S 
don. " 
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Jobs. By Heav'n! I am charm'd; dear Crea- 
if if thou continueſt thus, J had rather enjoy thee 
iam the Indies. But can thi be real? May I believe 
CA 1 Senſes ? 

Ry Il. All that” s good above can witneſs for me I am 
he ſai 8 
rneſt. (Zueels. 


what! John. Riſe my deareſt, Now am I happy in- 

d out *© t 
vl Where are my Friends, my Servants ? call 

4 a N all, and let them be Witneſſes of my Happineſs. 


581 (Exeunt. 
1 * Nu, © Lud ! how ſhall I behave myſeif-—Heaven 
t La "reſerve my Wits, 


them | 
I'R XI. "Twas within a Furlong, Ec. 


3 5 


Yell. O charming cunning Man ! thou haſt been won» 
| (drous hind, 
Nous 2 all thy golden Words do now prove true, T find, 
Jen thouſand Tranſports wait, 
To crown my happy State, 
* Thus hiſs'd, and preſs d, 
And doubly bleſs'd 
In all this Pomp and State 
| wag Scenes of Joy ariſe, 
"Which fill me with Surprixe, 
My Rock and Reel, 


= Ard ſpinning Wheel, 

return And Huſband I deſpiſe ; 

Len Jobſon, now adieu, 

Thy Cobling flill purſue. 

ar hence { will not, cannot, no, nor muſt not buckle to. 
: 8 (Exit. 

wa 1 SCENE Jobſon', Hauſe. 


Enter Lady. 


dy. Was ever Lady yet ſo miſerable? I can't 
ery thi! ke one Soul in the Village acknowledge me; they 
y Sati{atWpre all of the Conſpiracy. This wicked Husband 

| m Ine has laid a deviliſh Plot againſt me; I muſt at 
Me pre» 


. i 
Lo 

£ Fl 
a. 


+ 
e my F. 
ou oc $ 
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preſent ſubmit, that I may hereafter have an ol 
tunity of executing my Deſign. Here comes the Roy 
I'll have him ſtrangled; but now I muſt yield. 


Enter Jobſon. 4 
Cob. Come on, Nell, art thou come to thyſelf by 
Lady. Yes, I thank you, I wonder what I aid ; 
cunning Man has pat Powder in my Drink, moſt | if 
tainly. nd , 
Ch. Powder | the Brewer put good ſtore of Pon 
of Mault in it, that's all. Powder, quoth ſhe! | 
ha, ha! 3% 
Lady. I never was ſo all the Days of my Life. 
Cob. Was ſo, no, nor I hope ne'er will be ſo ag 
to put me to the trouble of {trapping you ſo de vill 0 
Lady. I'll have that right Hand cut off for 0 
Rogue. (Aſide) You was unmerciful to bruiſe me 
Cob. Well, I'm going to Sir Jen Lowerule's ; al 
Tenants are invited ; there's to be rare Feaſting 1 
Revelling, and open Houſe kept for three Months 
Lady. Husband, ſhan't I go with you? "n 
Cob. What the Devil ails thee now? Did I no: 
thee but Yeſterday, I wou'd firap thee for defirir% . 
go, and art thou at it again, with a Pox? » 
Lady. What does the Villain mean by Straps 
and Yeſterday ? 1 
Cob. Why, I have been marry'd but fix Wa 
and you long to make me a Cuckold already, Sta; 
home, and be hang'd, there is good cold Pie i 
Cupboard, but I'll truſt thee no more with i! 
Beer, Huſly-. 7 | 
Lady. Well, Lil not be long af:er oou ; ſure | Ia 


get ſome of my own Family to know me, they 
be all in this wicked Plot. 
ATR XIF- The Beudgion is a fine re 
Though raviſh' d from my Huſband's Arms, 
To dtvell in Stench and Pain, 


3 
l i 
% 
1 


Df 
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he Rogg Fl break thro' all their Magic Charmt, | 
1d. Aud Liberty regain, | 


Ten ſweet Revenge ſhall calm my Woes, 


vſelf aa And every Grief afſwage ; * 
ail'd ; bil all aubo did my Bliſs oppoſe, 3 
mot (RF Shall feel my pow'rful Rage. (Exit; 
of Po SCENE Sir John's. 

1 ſhe! 15 # 


"8 Sir John and Company diſcower d. 


de ſo od ER XV. Bacchus one Day gayly ftriding. 
d ili 4 | 
fr Pi 3 Thu zavell drown all Melancholy, 


iſe me MW In a Glaſs of gen'rous Wine; 
„%; a Let dull Fools indulge their Fo lh, 
aftine Wl And at Cares of Life repine : 
Mont "at \$ But the brave and noble Spirit 

7 Scorns ſuch mean, ignoble Views 3 


4 I not 5 Whilſt the World proclaims his Merit, 


r deſirir 5 He ſublimer Joys purſues. S 
/ Strap Enter Lady. 


ſix Wi. Here's a fine Rout and Rioting ! You, Sirrahi, 
dy, Sta» you Rogue, 4: 

Pie in. Why, how now? Who are you? 
with Y. ImpudentVarlet ! don't you know your Lady? 
. Lady ? here, turn this mad Woman out of 


- ſure | 8: 
\ they . You Raſcal, take that, Sirrah. 

9 971 8 (Filings a Glaſs at hint 
I < Have a Care, Huſſy, there's a good Pump 
lade cut, we will cool your Courage for you. 
rms, 3 You Lucy, have you forgot me too, you 
. Forgot you, Woman; why, I never remem- 
ou, I never ſaw you before in my Life. | 
\ D Las 
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Lady. Oh the wicked Slut! I'll give you Cauſe 
remember me, I will, Huſſy. ( Pulls her Headcloaths iS 


Lucy. Murder! Murder ! help! hes 
Sir John. How now ! what Uproar' s this? N 
Lady. You, Letti:e, you Slut, won't you know ii 
neither ? (Strikes lf 
Lettice. Help, help ——— 18) 
Sir John. What's to do there ? 81 


But. Why, Sir, here's a mad Woman calls her 
my Lady, and is beating and cuffing us all rounxd. 
Sir Fobn. (To Lady.) Thou my Wife ! p or C 
ture, I pity thee ; I never ſaw thee before. 
Lady. Then it is in vain to expect Redreſs from th 1 
thou wicked Contriver of all my Miſery. 
Nell. How am I amaz'd ! Can that be I, thergt 
my Cloaths, that have made all this Diſturbance ? 1 
yet J am here, to my thinking, in theſe fine Cloat 1 
How can this be? I am ſo confounded and affrigh®* 
that I begin to wiſh I was with Zelel Fob/on again. 
Lady. To whom ſhall I apply myſelf, or whit 
can 1 fly ? Heaven ! What do I fee ? Is not tha'l# 
vonder, in my Gown and Petticoat I wore Yeſterd: 
How can it be ! J cannot be in two P.aces at once. Dy 
Sir John. Poor Wretch ! ſhe's fark mad. 
Lady. What, in the Devil's Name, was here bei 
I came ? Let me look in the Glaſs. Oh HeaveuW 
I'm aſtoniſh'd, I don't know myſelf ? If this be 1 
the Glaſs ſhews me, I never ſaw myſelf before. 
Sir John. What incoherent Madneſs is this? 


Enter Jobſon. 


Lady. There, that's the Devil in my Likenelb, MW 
has robbed me of my Countenance, Is he here t I 
Fob. Ay, Huſly, and here's my Strap, you TW 4 
Nell. O dear! I'm afraid my Husband will 
me, that am on t' other ſide the Room there, * 
Fob. I hope your Honours will pardon her, ſhe W- 
drinking with a Conjurer laſt Night, and has been 1 
ever ſince, and calls her felt my Lady Lowerule. 
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X. Jobn. Poor Woman! take Care of her, do not 

her, ſh be cur'd of this 

her, ſhe may be cur'd of this. 

| Cauſe N. O ! pray Zetel, don't beat me. 

cleaths 1 John. What ſays my Love? Does ſhe infe& 
hes with Madneſs too ? 


? N-//. Jam not well, pray lead me in? 
know © | (Exeunt Nell and Maid. 
trikes & Nb. 1 beſeech your Worſhip don't take it iil of 


W the ſhall never trouble you more. 
Yr obs Take her home and uſe her kindly. 
ils her! ei. What will become of me? 


und, 7 ( E::cunt Joblon and Lady, 
Or Cr. a5 
1 Enter Focliman. 


from the: Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, 


fes you will give him leave to ſpeak a Word or two 
a you, upon very eirnett Zuſineſs 
ince ? 6; 


thy VV. yy My. . . . 
e Cloa Jobu. Waat can this mean? Bring him in. 


* 


I, therip 


affright® q Enter Doctor. 
again. : | ; , 
r whit 287 Lo! on my Knees, Sir, I beg Forgiveneſs for 


ot tha [ have done, and put my Life into your Hands. 
refterd; WM Jon. What mean you ? | 

it once. Me I have exercis'd my magick Art upon your 
7 - I know you have too much Honour to take 
lere be 75 * Life, ſince I might have {till conceal'd it, had 


HeaveWi : 


is be 11 . You have now brought me to a Glimpſe 
. - ? l k 
fore, W''©ry too great to bear. Is all my Happineſs then 


ol... 


rn'c into Viſion only ? 
g. 1 beg you, fear not; if any, Harm comes cn 


: A + 


gr ec'v give you leave to hang me. 

eneſs, ob. Inform me what you have dane. 

here = | have cransform'd your Lady's Face, fo that 
ou Queß ems the Cobler's Wife, and have charm'd her 
will pt the Likeneſs of my Lady's; and laſt Jaht 
be Storm aroſe, my Spirits convey'd them tn 
dther's Bed. ; | 


nis? 


er, ſne 
; been 0% 
rule . 
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find it the luckieſt of your Life; I can aſſure Vu ar 
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Sir” Fobn. O Wretch 1 thou haſt undone me, 1 
fallen from the Height of all my Hopes, and muſt (i 
be curs'd with a tempeſtuous Wife, a F ury whonl 
never knew quiet fince I had her. 

Dock. If that be all, I can continue the ___ 
both their Lives. 

Sir John. Let the Event be what it will, I'll E 
you if you do not end the Charm this inſtant. 
Dock. I will this Minute, Sir; and perhaps youy 


your Lady will prove the better for it. x 
Sir John. Hold, there's one material Circumſtat 
I'd know. Jab 
Dock. Your Pleaſure, Sir? N 
Sir John. Perhaps che Cobler has — you underſta 
me! * . 
Doe. I do aſſure you, No; for e'er ſhe was c 
vey'd to his Bed, the Cobler was got up to work, 4 
he has done noaght but beat her ever ſince, and yl 
are like to reap the Fruits of his Labour, He'll 
with you in a Minute : Here he comes. | 


Enter Jobſon. 


Sir Jou. So Fob/on, where's your Wife? * 
Job. And pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at 
Door, but indeed I thought I had loſt her juſt no 
for as ſhe came into the Hall, ſhe fell into ſuci 
Swoon, that I thought ſhe would never come out o 5 
again; but a Tweak or two by the Noſe, and hai 1 


Dozen Straps did the Buſineſs at laſt, Here, whi 5 


are you, Houſe- wife? 4 


Enter Lady. pat 
Butler holds up the Candle, but lets it fall àuben i 10 
ſees her, 


But. O Heaven and Earth! is this my Lady? F 
Jeb. What does he ſay ? my Wife chang'd to 
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= The Wives Meiamorphos'd. 29 
ad 0 . Ay, I thought the other was too good for our 
maſt i 
whoni, ( Sir John) Sir, you are the Perſon I have 
WE offended, and here confeſs I have been the 
harm Jof Wives in every thing, but that I always kept 
E chaſte. I f you can vouchſafe once more to take 
pour Boſom, the Remainder of my Days ſhall 
y be ſpent in Duty and Obſervance of your Will. 
PS Vo Riſe, Madam, I do forgive you; and if 
ure 1 te ſincere in what you ſay. you'll make me hap- 
jan all the Enjoyments in the World without 
cum ne do. 
What a-pox ! am I to loſe my Wife thus ? 


75 
nderſt N Enter Lucy and Lettice. 


was ci 55 Oh, Sir, the ſtrangeſt Accident has happen'd, 
york, as amaz'd us ; ; my Lady was in ſo great a Swoon, 
| and „ Mpoght ſhe had been dead. 
and 1 And when ſhe came to herſelf, ſhe prov'd an- 
Woman 
Ha, ha, ha! a Bull, a Bull. 
bhue is ſo chang'd, I knew her not; I never 
R he Face before; O Lud ! is this my Lady? - 
BY We ſhall be maul'd again. 
* " 2 . I thought our Happineſs was too great to laſt, 
ju "a Fear not, my Servants. It ſhall hereafins be 
nto "0" cavour to make you happy. 
2 454 n. Perſevere in this Reſolution, and we tall 
wy 1 indeed; the other was a falſe and ſhort-liv'd 
ere, W Tt this, I hope, wil! continue for Life. 
ad May Heaven blaſt me, if once I alter from 
Mode, or ever contradict your Will again. 
avben 1 | i Then am I bleſt, this is a Day of Won- 
| , gd. 


ady ? 4 Euter Nell. 


ng'd to My Head turns round, I muſt 90 home. 0 
! Bare you there ? 
A 1 7b. 
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30 The Devil to Pay; Or, I 
Fab. O Lud! is that fine Lady my Wife? I' oof 
am afraid to come near her, What can be the nl 
ing of this? TJ 
Sir Fon. This is a happy Change, and I'll hay j3 
celebrated with all the Joy I proclaim'd for my 9 
ſhort-liv'd Viſion. 
Lady. To me *tis the happieſt Day I ever kneyf 
Sir John. Here, Fob/on, take thy fine Wife. 
Jol. But one Word, Sir — Did not your Wor C 
make me a Cuckold, under the Roſe ? 4 
Sir 705, No, upon my Honour, nor ever kiſs'd 
Lips till 1 came from Hunting; but fince ſhe has 1 
a Means of bringing about this happy Change, 
give thee five hundred Pounds home with her; 
buy a Stock of Leather. 1 
Fob. Brave Boys! I'm a Prince, the Prince of 1 
lers. Come hither and kiſs me, Nell, T'il never (4 
thee more. F 
Nell. Indeed, Zetel, T have been in ſuch a Dri 4 
that I'm quite weary of it. Forſootb, Madam, 
you pleaſe to take your Cloaths, and let me have 
again, 
Job. Hold your Tongue, you Fool, they'll 
you to go to Church, (1 
Lady. No, thou ſhalt keep them, and I'll pr 
thine as Reliques. f 
Job. And can your good er oa forgive my W 
ping your Honour ſo very much; | 
Lady. Moſt freely. The joy of this bleſſed CY 
ſets all things $39 again. 1 
Sir Jobn. Let us forget every ding that ig 
and think of nothing now but Joy and Pleaſure, i 


4 — 


AIR XVI. Hey Boys up go we. 


Lady. Let ev'ry Face wvith Smiles appear, 
Be Foy in ev'ry Breaft, 4 

Sꝛuce from a Life of Pain and Care, A j 

ie now are tiuly bleſt. 
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Mn. May no Remembrance of paſt Ti 
Ja ime 

I I'll ha 1 Our preſent P leaſures foil. : 
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for my 0 0 Be nought but Mirth and Joy a Crime, 
7 And Sporting all our Toil. 
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Vife. Hope you'll give me Leave 10 

our Wos If T1 may be fo bold ; th 
Dere's nought but the Devil, 

er kiſs'd Z 

ſhe has 

Change, 


and thi 
Could ever tame a Scold. * 


ith her; 
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